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Hazy Dawning Morning 


He cursed under his breath when he opened the fridge. Nothing. Not even one egg. Stone glances up at the 
ceiling, Jerry was still asleep upstairs. He could run out to the store and be back before Jerry woke up. 


Probably. But he decided not to chance it. 


There was bread and there was a half a jar of strawberry jam. And of course, there was coffee. Stone made 


toast and brewed a pot of coffee and then searched all of his cabinets for a tray. 


‘Breakfast in bed? Are you serious right now?" he muttered to himself as he came up empty on the tray. 
"Poor guy's been through a lot," he countered. 


Having won that argument, he poured two cups of coffee and held both handles in one hand while he carried a 
plate with six slices of toast in the other. 


In the bedroom, Stone stood next to the bed, staring down at Jerry, who had shifted and was now curled up 
and hugging Stone's pillow against his chest. Inexplicably, Stone started to feel something in his own chest. He 
put the plate and cups down and then sat on the edge of the bed. With a gentle hand, he pushed a lock of 
blonde hair over Jerry's shoulder, getting it off of his face. When Jerry wasn't being difficult, Stone found that 


it was so easy to want to care for him. Which was why he decided he couldn't wake Jerry up. Not yet. So he 
moved to lean back against the headboard and drink his coffee. He ate a piece of toast. Then another. Stone 
watched Jerry sleep, wondering if the blonde would find it creepy if he woke up to Stone watching him. He 
could downstairs and wait, but there was this growing feeling of protectiveness driving him to watch over 


Jerry. He needed to be there and make sure Jerry was okay. 


Stone hadn't thought about Jerry in a long time. As they got older, their paths didn't cross as often as they 
did back in the beginning. As he said, they were ancient history. But now, in the hazy, dawning morning, the 


memories emerged from the mist. One by one, little snapshots appeared in his mind's eye. 


Jerry was shirtless and sweaty, flinging his hair all over, on stage at the Off Ramp. Stone was mesmerized. 
Not so much because Jerry was sexy as all fuck, but because Stone spent those nights getting high. He 
remembered being baked and getting absolutely entranced by Jerry's long hair-flying in every direction That's 
all it was for Stone. He wasn't attracted to Jerry. Not really. Mystified, of course. But not sexually attracted. 
At least, he remembered telling himself that. 


The first time they hooked up was about a month after Andy died. Looking back, Stone realized that he could 
have handled that better. He withdrew, left everyone behind for a while. Stone continued to write and play, but 
it was in the solitude of his attic. No one came by. No one called And he wanted it that way. Until a certain 


blonde musician showed up at his door. 


At first, Jerry claimed he only came by for some of Stone's top-shelf weed but as the afternoon wore on, he 
slowly got Stone to start talking. And, in a moment that Stone remembers with haunting clarify, he finally 
broke down in tears. Jerry held him close and let him cry against his shoulder. As things often do, one led to 


another and the next thing Stone knew, they were making love on the couch in his attic. 


Stone's smile was faint, not quite reaching his eyes, while he tenderly petted Jerry's hair. The memory warmed 


his heart, thinking about how sweet and caring Jerry was. 


The second time they had sex was a few weeks after that. They'd resorted to avoiding each other. Stone 
wasn't sure why. Maybe he was afraid Jerry regretted it. Maybe he regretted it. They were both at Kelly's 
house, along with their bands and a few other people. Stone couldn't recall why they were all there. He 
remembered watching Jerry leave the room and getting up to follow him down into the basement. Neither of 
them said a word before their bodies crashed together as if being pulled by powerful magnets. Jerry pushed 
Stone against the concrete wall and held a hand over his mouth to muffle Stone's screams. It was, by far, the 
hottest sex Stone had ever had. He could still remember how his lips were bruised from Jerry's kisses, his 


neck was marked from his bites, and his ass „well, Stone had trouble sitting for three days. 
After that, Pearl Jam was formed. Alice In Chains blew up. And they took different paths. Stone always knew 
their paths would cross again. He didn't know when and he didn't know who he'd be -or who Jerry would be- 


when it happened. But here they were. 


Here they were, in Stone's bed. He didn't expect anything. He wasn't sure what made him think Jerry was 


suggesting something the night before. But Jerry was right. They couldn't go there. It's too soon. Besides, Stone 
reminded himself, he didn't want to go there. Right? 


Jerry shifted and made a snuffly noise. Stone pulled his hand away and waited, wondering if Jerry was waking. 
He held his breath and watched the blonde's eyes slowly open 


Jerry's brown knotted as his eyes focused on Stone. He looked down at himself and then glanced around the 


bedroom. 

"Good morning," Stone gently began. "You're at my house." 

| remember." 

"Course." 

"What time is it?" 

"After eleven" 

Jerry nodded. 

"You slept for almost nine hours." 

"Good." 

"You needed it." 

"I know," Jerry replied as he started to sit up. "Gotta take a leak" 
“Bathrooms still the same place it was last night" Stone grinned. 


After he came out of the bathroom, Jerry stood in the bedroom doorway. "Thanks for thanks for letting me 


come over.” 

"It was fun We should do it again sometime.” 

"Okay. lm gonna ~l should probably ." 

"Wait, | made coffee and toast" Stone looked at it sitting on the table beside him. "Might be cold now" 
"Thanks, but | ." Jerry pushed his hands into his pockets. "I should really get a hold of Mike. 


"Oh. Okay" 


"| really do appreciate everything you did." 


‘| didn't do anything but make you watch Spaceballs with me," Stone replied as he stood and picked up the 
breakfast dishes. "Come on. I'll walk you out” 


At the front door, Jerry paused with his hand on the knob. "lm really glad | came over, Stone. It was good to 


see you." 
‘lm glad you did, too. Um, anytime you want to talk or something, just give me a call." 
"If | can't fall asleep again?" 


"You're always welcome in my bed" As soon as it came out of his mouth, Stone heard himself and instantly 


regretted it. He cringed and shook his head. "Sorry. You know what | mean." 


"Uh. Yeah." Jerry looked everywhere but at Stone. Finally, he opened the door and stepped out, onto the porch, 


turning sideways. "So, I'll see you." 


"Yep. Okay." Now, he couldn't wait for Jerry to leave. Stone closed the door and gently banged his head against 
it. "So dumb," he muttered. 


He gasped and quickly jumped back when he heard a soft knock. Stone opened the door to find Jerry still 
standing sideways, staring down the street. 


"You remember now that it was twice, right?" 
Dumbfounded, Stone stammered, "Uh, yeah. Yeah, | remember." 


"Okay. Good" Jerry turned to look at him. With a hand around the back of Stone's neck, Jerry pulled him into a 
slow, soft kiss. When he pulled back, he quietly said, "I can't do that again for three more months." 


"Oh. Uh, o-okay.” 
"| want to come back." 
"Yeah, of course," Stone practically laughed. "Sure. I'd like that.” 


Jerry's smile was faint as he held Stone's gaze for a moment. Then he turned and left. 


